TUMBLING   IN  THE   HAY
Stephen lifting by an axle a brougham with one hand
when washing it. He was a good man to fall back
upon when in an unclarified situation. He had a
great grah for me and I for him, for he often stood
me when I was quite a chiseller a glass of raspberry
cordial. I delighted in bringing custom to Maria
and to Stephen in The Hay.
Mercedes, who was sitting with the muddy side of
her neck towards the fire, gave a little scream and
shuddered out of the room. Maria turned round
with the ladle in her hand to look after her in surprise.
" I wish she'd pare her potatoes somewhere else,"
the mild Maria said.
" Leave her aisy now," from one of the coal porters,
preparing if the need arose to fight.
John's new-come lady friend, or Old Friery's, merely
said, " Wotto 1" and balanced herself upside-down
amongs-t the crockery on the table. Maria, still hold-
ing the hot ladle, hastened to gather up the con-
tortionist's petticoats, which fell like the petals of a
time-expired tulip about her wrists.
" Yez, I'd think it was Hengler's," said Maria the
cook. Maria was not too far out. By her eyelashes
growing in bundles of three, which made her eyes
so starry, I recognised Jenny Greeks.
The place began to settle down now like the
Women's Ward in Grangegorman after the In-
spector's visit, when the air was shaken with sudden
sobs. Some soul was in agony, either in the lavatory
or in the kitchen at the back.
"Let me go,'5 said Jenny, and she threw a hand-spring
and righted herself. Rasher Doyle the greengrocer
consulted the ceiling and asked: " Can you beat that ?"
Naturally enough, Old Friery did not take the
question as applying to himself. The Citizen looked
restless and embarrassed. Another labour-like sob
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